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In 1905 he recorded that his last bathes were 'chiefly em-
ployed in trying to teach Fr. Waggett to take headers*3. As a
pupil, Father Waggett, like James, does not appear to have
done him much credit.

A little earlier he had written to Hill:

The Bishop of Stepney is really delightful. ... I am more than
convinced that he is the man we ought to wish and pray for as
the next Archibishop of Canterbury.4

'The next Archbishop of Canterbury' (Dr. Lang) has kindly
contributed some recollections of these continental holidays.

During the years in which I was Bishop of Stepney (1901 to
1908) it was my good fortune to spend some delightful Eastertide
holidays with Lord Halifax, first at the Castello di Paraggi near
Portofino on the north Italian Mediterranean coast, and also at a
little village called La Croix among the Montagues des Maures.
The Castello was a most picturesque house built on a rock jutting
into the sea. From the windows we looked straight into the blue
depths of the Mediterranean, sometimes into the very decks of the
boats of the patient fishermen. Not infrequently from a ledge in
the rock we would discern the agile figure of his lordship himself
vigorously swimming. At La Croix we lived in a small and simple
hotel between the hills where we walked and the sea where we
bathed.

At both places his appetite for 'expeditions' (how he loved the
word!) was insatiable and his energy was untiring. Sometimes the
patience and good temper of Lady Halifax were sorely tried. But
to her mild expostulations he would only reply, *Now, Agues,
don't be tiresome*; and she would give in like a kindly nurse to a
wilful child. Among the hills at La Croix there was something
almost cat-like in the swiftness and stealth with which he led the
way through intricate paths, and his son Edward and I were hard
put to it to keep pace with him.

There was an honourable understanding between us that in
these holiday times there would be no discussions on ecclesiastical